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Editor’s  Note 


This  being  my  final  editorial  job  for  The  Prairie  Light  Review,  I wish  to 
personally  thank  Gloria  Golec,  Meri  Phillips,  Alice  Snelgrove,  and  Allan  Garter  for 
their  confidence  in  me,  and  for  helping  me  understand  what  it  takes  to  publish  an 
award-winning  literary  magazine.  And  thank  you,  too,  to  all  the  submitters  — 
without  whose  work  there  could  have  been  no  magazines,  let  alone  an  award.  It 
has  been  an  honor  and  a pleasure  to  review  the  materials  submitted  by  hundreds  of 
students,  faculty,  staff,  and  district  members. 

My  goal,  as  editor,  has  always  been  to  give  as  many  new  authors  and  artists 
as  possible  the  thrill  of  seeing  their  work  in  print  for  the  first  time.  Last  February  I 
was  deeply  touched  by  the  mass  exuberance  of  first-time  published  authors  and 
artists  at  our  poetry  reading.  ‘Thrill’  literally  permeated  that  room.  I felt  deep  sat- 
isfaction. Things  couldn’t  get  any  better  — or  so  I thought.  Then,  I received  a note 
from  one  of  those  newly  published  authors.  She  said  that,  via  publication  in  The 
Prairie  Light  Review,  she  had  found  the  courage  to  submit  her  work  to  other  publi- 
cations. Not  only  that,  she  had  also  begun  giving  public  readings,  and  now 
instructs  a writer’s  group.  My  heart  is  swamped  with  fulfillment  akin  to  first-time 
parenthood!  It  is  now  time  to  give  someone  else  a chance  to  experience  such  fulfill- 
ment. 


Thank  you,  one  and  all,  for  this  opportunity... for  this  experience. 

- Rita 
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Homeless 


by  Wayne  Atkinson 


“Do  they  even  see  me?” 

It  must  be  an  oft-repeated  lament 
From  the  homeless  ones, 
Encountered  daily  on  the  street 
Enduring  yet  another  look 
Of  distaste,  disinterest  or  dismissal. 

Afraid  of  confrontation  or  request 
We  increase  speed  or  alter  course. 
Hoping  to  eliminate  interaction. 

To  the  average  soul, 

seeing  any  diminution  of  coping  power, 
any  loss  of  status. 

Is  a frightening  reminder 
Of  our  own  vulnerability. 

Were  afraid  to  look 
Directly  into  their  eyes. 

Because  we  might  be  lurking  there. 


Untitled  #1 


Courtney  Campbell 


Photograph 


Omaha  Beach 


1944 


1994 


by  Lee  Zorn 


Last  time  I saw  this  lovely  beach 
The  waves  washed  gently  by 
It  looked  serene  and  welcoming; 

It  was  a place  to  die. 

I heard  the  noise  of  mortar 
The  clamor  and  the  din 
The  waves  washed  in  relentlessly 
To  bring  the  heroes  in. 

We  held  our  guns  above  us 
The  water  reached  our  heads 
We  brought  our  youth  and  energy 
How  many  were  the  dead! 

The  bodies  spread  out  wordlessly 
An  arm  without  a hand 
A head  without  a body 
Had  bloodied  up  the  sand. 

The  waters  run  with  crimson 
The  mortar  shells  they  roar 
Now  men  so  full  of  purpose 
Lie  crumpled  on  the  shore. 
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We  came  so  young  and  hopeful 
War  took  it  all  away 
We  all  were  old  and  broken  men 
On  Omaha  that  day. 

Today  the  beach  is  clean  and  bright 
No  dark  debris  remains 
Gone  are  mines  and  booby  traps 
Washed  out  by  many  rains. 

Now  grasses  grow  and  birds  can  sing 
The  cliffs  are  clean  and  bare 
The  years  have  washed  the  stains  away 
As  though  we  were  not  there. 

But  we  still  see  the  faces 
Of  each  brave  and  noble  friend 
And  memory  keeps  the  grief  alive 
Of  that  day  that  would  not  end. 
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I Want  Out! 


by  Jeanne  Pachaly 


Being  in  the  mainstream 
one  doesn’t  feel  threatened. 

Going  along  with  the  flow, 
finding  the  right  grooves, 
gaining  approval, 
that’s  the  way  to  go. 

Being  the  mainstream 
is  being  in  the  majority— 
who’s  right,  of  course. 

Look  at  their  numbers. 

When  I drift  from  this  path, 
people  question  my  actions, 
so  I return  to  a more  fitting  place. 

I cannot  tread  outside  the  mainstream 
for,  if  I did,  I might  become  ME. 
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My  Family  Lives  Inside  A Clock 


by  Kyle  Wilson  Young 


I am  the  second  hand 
always  running 

to  do  what 

I can.  My  little 
sister  is  the 
numbers 
always 
thinking 
she 

knows. 

Though  when  the 
time  changes  she 
will  go  along  easily. 

My  dad 

is  the  hour  hand 
sometimes  slow 
to  do  things. 

Still 

he 

can 

be 

fun 

if 

he  gets 

around  to  doing  things. 

My  frog  is  the  minute 
hand  moving 
every  now  and  then. 
Always  fun  to  watch 
his  curiosity. 

My  mom  is 
the  clock  frame 
trying  to  keep  things 
in  place  and  from  going  too  fast. 


Hello  C.O.D.  in  Africa 


Joe  Benigni 


Lino  Cut  Print 
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Anglo-Saxon  Riddle 


by  Jill  Sheckells 


I am  an  innocent  infant  no  insight  in  my  mind 

My  miraculous  mother  holds  me  high, 

and  I envision  with  envy  the  excursions  of  explorers, 

as  I am  left  to  live  a life  of  leisure. 

But  soon  I sense  a sign  of  change, 

as  the  others  observe  me  in  my  ornate  attire. 

I wear  it  wondrously  wisdom  not  yet  mine, 

then  dive  from  my  dwelling  no  delight  in  my  death. 

Time  ticks  on  and  my  texture  is  old, 

I curl  as  a corpse  carving  a cave. 

From  the  cold  comes  curious  creature 
who  now  makes  me  his  humble  home. 

Now  if  you  know  me:  name  what  I am. 


fuel  :rewsnA 
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Books 


by  Roberta  Stewart 


Multiplying  on  shelves  in  stores 
breeding  like  rabbits 
populating  a world  of  ideas 
waiting  to  be  picked  up  read  forgotten 
replaced  by  a shiny  new  spine 

with  bright  letters  and  a catchy  title 
one  that  tells  you 

how  to  do  it 
where  to  go 
what  happened 

draws  you  into  its  pages  in  fantasy 
come  hither  fingers  and  enveloping  embrace 
reach  out  from  between  the  covers 
seductive 

they  find  their  way  into  my  arms 
with  promises  of  excitement 
intrigue 
escape 
information 

and  set  down  before  the  gatekeeper 
ka-ching 

extracts  a price  and 
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my  plastic  lays  down  in  compliance 
pinched  by  strangers’  hands 
run  roughshod  through  plates 
its  soul  read  in  a second's  scan 
books  in  a bag 
heavy  with  promise 
swing  at  my  side 
brushing  my  thigh 
it  is  the  last 

they’ll  beckon  from  a new  home 
congregate  on  new  shelves 
spines  lined  up 

fade  seduction  into  a blur  of  colors 
brief  infatuations 
left  longing  for  a finger’s  caress 
now  fortify  each  other 
pages  yellowed 
squirreled  away  concubines 
they  hold  their  promise  of  a rainy  day 
that  never  seems  to  come 
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Stupid  , . . Mexican 


by  Jesus  Guzman 


He  is  a descendant  of  great  Aztec  warriors. 

For  generations  he  subdued  the  Americas. 

He  lived  in  harmony  between  nature  and  his  civilization. 

His  culture’s  spirituality  was  vivid  dignity  as  a way  of  life. 

Stupid  . . . dumb  Mexican. 

He  is  insisting  on  traveling  north,  like  ancient  times  before 
When  Michigan  and  Michoacan  were  one. 

Stupid  . . . brainless  Mexican. 

He  has  to  learn  a different  language 
Without  abandoning  his  . . . just  to  survive. 

Stupid  . . . foolish  Mexican. 

He  is  raising  his  lovely  family  starting  with  nothing 
In  the  middle  of  cats  and  dogs. 

Stupid  . . . senseless  Mexican 

He  is  serving,  loving,  and  cleaning  up  the  white  men’s  kids. 
Stupid  . . . witless  Mexican 

He  is  putting  his  life  on  the  line,  defending  the  migratory  right 
To  have  a better  way  of  life. 

Stupid  . . . dull  Mexican. 

His  food,  music,  and  hard  work  make  him  somebody  prosperous. 
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El  Milagro  de  Salvacion 


Joe  Benigni 


Intaglio  Print 
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A Litde  Sovil  Food,  Please 

by  Rita  Puishes 

It’s  a “blue  plate  special”  straight  from  Devil’s  Diner  that  I ingest  today. 
These  so-called  trinomial  treats  are  far  worse  than  the  usual  mind-boggling  swill 
presented  twice  weekly  in  this  dungeonous  Cafeteria  of  Confusion,  this  frigid  base- 
ment of  despair.  Diners  breathe  despair  in  and  sweat  it  back  out  until  its  putrid 
malevolence  permeates  the  atmosphere.  And  no  wonder!  Despair  is  the  seasoning 
of  choice  here  at  Devil’s  Diner.  The  chefs  add  it  to  whatever  chalky,  burnt-out  cui- 
sine they  concoct. 

I would  not  willingly  enter  this  eatery.  The  courses  of  this  meal,  with  their 
cancerous  gray  dollops  of  ego  emaciation,  were  foisted  on  me  by  some  unseen 
omnipotent  panel  that  decreed  mathematics  a protein  supplement  mandatory  in 
the  diets  of  all  students  partaking  of  the  College  Degree  carte  du  jour. 

Some  students  find  mathematical  cuisine  palatable— a veritable  ambrosia, 
even.  I’ve  seen  some  folks  salivate  over  the  numerical  goulash  they  serve  up  here. 
Not  me.  No  matter  how  hard  I try,  I cannot  educate  my  palate  to  willfully  ingest 
that  acidic  indigestible  concoction  of  formulae. 

The  viands  that  trigger  my  Pavlovian  responses  are  not  numerical;  they  are 
literary.  Words  are  incomparably  delicious  to  me.  A word  of  unique  sound  and 
obscure  aromatic  meaning  will  keep  my  jaws  masticating  for  days.  Ecstasy  is  a 
vibrant  word  that  I can  wrap  my  tongue  around  while  extracting  every  ounce  of 
buttery  juice  from  its  depths.  Precise  words  warm  me.  They  whisk  warm  outdoor 
breezes  straight  into  my  icy,  numerically  numbed  bones.  I eat  up  words  with 
meanings  so  palpable  their  flavor  and  tinct  can  be  savored  for  days.  These  are  the 
delicacies  that  draw  forth  my  drool,  the  food  I could  easily  dine  forever.  But  alas, 
this  succulence  is  only  available  in  English  courses  such  as  hearty  English  Alphabet 
Stew  with  its  meaty  tomes  chock-full  of  powerful  sentences  and  just  the  right  sprin- 
kle of  fresh  verbs  and  minty  modifiers.  English  courses  are  the  true  nectar  of  the 
Gods.  They  are  the  sustenance  my  heart,  soul,  and  mind  crave. 

We  each  have  our  own  talents  and  appetites,  though,  don’t  we?  Some  folks 
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find  formulaic  numbers  as  filling  and  tantalizing  as  I find  words.  But  I starve  in 
their  cafeteria,  and  their  menu  offers  no  a la  carte  options.  The  courses  are  pre- 
cooked and  set  for  the  talented  and  inept  to  partake  side  by  side.  Is  it  any  wonder 
my  nostrils  clog  with  the  reek  of  the  despair  that  overpowers  this  establishment? 

The  menu  boasts: 

Cod  Liver  Linguine  of  Linear  Equations 

Rancid  Roast  Rarebit  of  Ratios 

Two  Equation  Omelette  Linear  Style 

FOIL  Wrapped  Polynomials  Topped  with  Cubed  Exponents 

Factored  Trinomial  Tripe 

Indigestible  Integer  Sandwiches  -Featuring  Condensed 

Scientific  Notation  on  the  side. 

Ifs  all  unappealing  gobbledy-goulash  with  coagulated  jelly  of  geometries  added  to 
all  servings  (at  no  extra  charge)  as  far  as  I am  concerned. 

My  stomach  rebels  at  the  wormy  dish  of  confusion  plopped  before  me 
today.  I hunger  for  the  lemony  tang  of  literature,  but  my  hungry  void  will  not  be 
filled  today.  Nor  will  my  thirst  for  companionship  be  slaked  in  this  dismal  dun- 
geon. The  clientele  here  speak  mostly  in  numerical  language.  Yesterday  my  eating 
companion  refused  to  talk  to  me.  She  crunched  her  salty  nines  and  fives  in  stony 
silence  while  occasionally  glaring  in  my  direction.  Of  course  that  was  after  I mis- 
understood some  things  she  had  said.  When  she  began  a conversation  about 
inverse  properties,  I relayed  what  little  I know  about  the  abodes  of  bards.  She, 
quite  kindly,  forgave  me  that  gaff,  but  I stumbled  over  her  linear  limit  when  I sug- 
gested that  government  aid  might  be  available  for  cross  products  such  as  hookers 
with  PMS. 

Laughter,  it  seems,  is  an  obscenity  in  this  cheerless  sterile  quarter.  I fear 
my  body  and  soul  would  starve  were  it  not  for  my  twice  weekly  jaunts  across  cam- 
pus to  the  English  Emporium  where  I dine  freely,  and  am  nourished  as  much  by 
the  laughter  of  lighthearted  epicureans  as  I am  by  the  fine  English  buffet. 

-I 

23y  - 3y  = 2D 

S.R.  of  N.  = 3 Y + 2D  = T 8D  - 24h  = IW 
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Castle  Top  Mountain 


by  Gerald  Ryan 


Cliffed  heights  tower  above  me 
Frozen  river  rocked  below. 

Stiff  twigs  and  frigid  branches 
Lie  tombed  in  winter’s  hold. 

The  hissing  wind  your  whisper 
Swishes  sharply  through  the  trees. 
In  Zephyr’s  secret  cipher 
Icy  words  speak  mystery. 

The  falling  snow  your  blanket 
Covers  slowly,  soft  and  deep. 

The  granite  cold  your  pillow  as 
You  call  me  home  to  sleep. 

The  restless  answers  sought  here 
Fade  faint  in  frostbit  dream. 

We  knew  before  I climbed  you 
Never  would  I leave. 
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See-Throu^ 


Sheila  Teruty  Photograph 


23 


Masquerade 

by  Margarete  Cantrall 


Beyond  gray  roofs 
lace-rich  catalpa 
wears  her  bridal  veil. 

Late  in  the  day 
I cross  the  lawns, 
finger  her  fragile  lace, 
inhale  the  perfume 
of  her  flowers. 

Suddenly,  I see  her  feet. 

They  are  dark,  horn-hard  and  bare. 
They  overgrow  cement  by  inches. 

I know  then  her  white 
is  not  the  web  of  youth. 

In  winter  the  rest  of  her 
will  match  her  feet. 

She’ll  stretch  arthritic  hands  to  sky, 
each  bone  of  body  visible, 
stiff,  unyielding, 
with  only  enough  give 
to  withstand  wind. 

I’ll  see  her  as  she  is: 
old  and  twisted 
but,  oh  so  strong 
and,  strangely, 
so  very  beautiful. 
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The  Twin  Towers 


by  Abdul  Malik  Mandani 


Oh,  you  stood  so  tall 
against  the  skyline  of  Manhattan  — 
unwavering  and  proud, 
standing  eye  to  eye 
with  Lady  Liberty  — 
a beacon  of  hope  and  freedom. 

Someone  has  cast 
an  evil  eye  at  you. 
Someone  has  harbored 
a sinister  design  for  you. 
Someone  has  tried  to 
fell  you  down. 

And  you  now  lay  in  ruins. 

But  who  has  ever 
brought  down  a soaring  spirit. 
Who  has  ever  reined  in 
a raging  flame  of  freedom. 
Who  has  ever  shackled 
love  and  peace? 

From  the  ruins 
you’ll  surely  rise  again. 

From  the  ashes  phoenix-like 
you’ll  be  born  again— 
stronger  and  forever  more  proud. 


Gossip 


Joan  Fliege 


Lithograph  Tusch 
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Recreation 


by  Linda  Piwowarczyk 


I feel  the  aridness 
of  my  time 
spent  and 

the  thirst  is  strong. 

I drink  the  wind 
like  water, 

taking  mighty  gulps. 

Blowing, 

buffeting  the  sharpness  of  my  surfaces, 
scouring  the  pores  of  my  spirit 
clean, 

caressing  the  length  of  my  skin, 
shaping  me, 

that  I may  more  easily  fit 
in  again. 


I am  re-created. 


Being 


by  David  Pines 


I AM. 

Beyond  the  right  or  the  wrong, 
the  sweet  or  the  bitter, 
the  empty  or  the  plenty, 

I AM. 


Beyond  the  beginnings  or  the  endings, 
the  days  or  the  nights, 
the  globe  or  the  arc, 

I AM. 


Beyond  the  faces  and  the  names, 
the  places  and  the  planes, 
the  layers  and  the  levels, 

I AM. 


Beyond  the  needing  and  the  having, 
the  wanting  and  the  doing, 
the  feeling  and  the  thinking, 

I AM. 
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Beyond  the  confusion  and  illusion, 
the  opposites  and  separates, 
the  mystery  and  solution, 

I AM. 


Without  rejoicing 

or  remorse. 

Without  fanfare 

or  finality; 

Connected  with  all  things, 
yet  distinct. 

In  touch  with  the  Universal  Energy  Flow, 
An  Individual  Spark  of  the  Divine  Essence  . 

I AM. 

YOU  ARE. 


T 

©AS) 


Bonsai 


by  Barbara  Armbruster 


Four  year  old 
trained  in  Kengai 
pruned  dwarfed 
bound  shaped 
for  my  pleasure; 
with  care 
will  live 

for  many  generations; 
I steel  myself 
to  snip 

the  tender  growth; 

I tell  myself 
that  this  is  ancient  art, 
and  not  the  surgery 
of  breasts 
or  binding  feet; 
still  I hear  her 
sighing 
in  the  night 
for  her  cool 
mountain 
home. 
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Serenity 


Rita  Puishes 


Shadow  Print 
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Autumn  Night 


by  Patricia  Petros 


The  chill  of  fall  is  on  the  evening  air. 

An  acrid  smell  of  burning  leaves  drifts  by. 

The  moon  is  full;  tonight  all  must  take  care. 

The  trees,  undressed,  now  stand  there  cold  and  bare; 
their  branches  latticed  black  against  the  sky. 

The  chill  of  fall  is  on  the  evening  air. 

Of  creatures  roaming  through  the  night  beware! 
Black  cats  on  fences  howl— their  backs  arched  high. 
The  moon  is  full;  tonight  all  must  take  care. 

“As  winter  now  draws  close  we  must  prepare,” 
a breeze  that  bends  the  willows  seems  to  say. 

The  chill  of  fall  is  on  the  evening  air. 

Enchanting  sights  and  sounds  are  everywhere, 
but  change  is  coming;  we  must  be  aware. 

The  chill  of  fall  is  on  the  evening  air. 

The  moon  is  full;  tonight  all  must  take  care. 
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Svirrender  to  Age 


by  Helen  Shullaw 


Age,  GET  BEHIND  ME! 

Robber  of  good  intentions, 

Late-night  entertainment. 

Memories  of  days  gone  by 
And  yesterdays  deeds. 

Age,  GET  OFF  MY  BACK! 

You  beast  of  burden. 

You  multiplier  of  aches  and  pains. 

You  destroyer  of  dreams 
And  benefits  of  doubt. 

Age,  DISAPPEAR! 

Thief  of  fantasy 

And  sweat-soaked  nights  of  ecstasy. 

What  have  you  done  with  my  youth 
And  flights  of  fancy? 

Age  - 1 WON’T  EMBRACE  YOU! 

Depleter  of  energy. 

Of  lighthearted  steps  to  nowhere 
Of  time  in  a bottle,  and  happily  ever  after. 

Age,  YOU  HAVE  RUN  ROUGHSHOD 
Over  my  youthfulness 
Exchanging  it  for  quicksand  feet. 

Medicinal  cures,  and  fleeing  hormones. 

Age,  YOU  HAVE  LEFT  ME  WITH  . . . 

Pills  every  four. 

Sleep  before  dark. 

Cream-salvaged  skin. 

Dangling  participles 

and  sagging  breasts. 

Half-finished  sentences 

My  unwelcome  visitor  and  names  lost  forever, 

has  come  knocking, 

taken  up  residence- 

a permanent  fixture. 


Age,  MAKE  YOURSELF  AT  HOME. 
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The  Stranger 


by  Lee  Zorn 


A stranger  seems  to  live  with  me; 

I wish  I knew  her  name. 

She  doesn’t  speak  or  communicate 
But  she’s  just  there  all  the  same. 

I feel  I must  have  known  her  once 
Perhaps  some  time  ago 
When  she  was  young  with  darker  hair 
And  not  that  cap  of  snow. 

Sometimes  I almost  see  her  face 
She’s  someone  from  my  past 
But  when  I try  to  speak  to  her 
She’s  not  there  in  the  glass. 

I feel  I really  know  her  in 
Some  hazy  kind  of  way. 

She  knows  my  habits  very  well 
And  haunts  me  every  day. 

I find  her  quite  forgetful  too 
Things  sometimes  can’t  be  found 
Like  keys  and  shoes  and  other  things 
That  I don’t  leave  around. 

She  has  a very  clever  way 
Of  hiding  things  from  me 
Like  mail  and  bills  and  other  things 
They’re  not  where  they  ought  to  be. 
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I always  put  my  things  away 
In  pi  aces  where  they  go 
This  stranger  doesn’t  seem  to  care 
I’m  looking  high  and  low. 

She  also  creeps  into  my  mind 
To  take  away  a name, 

A name  I’ve  known  for  many  years, 
I scratch  my  head  in  vain. 

Sometimes  I do  find  missing  things 
Not  where  they  ought  to  be 
She  really  is  quite  talented 
In  hiding  things  from  me. 

And  when  I catch  a glimpse  of  her 
In  shadow  of  the  glass 
I can’t  believe  how  old  she  is 
How  many  years  have  passed? 

I try  to  find  her  in  my  mind 
Is  she  an  old  time  friend? 

No  matter  what  device  I use 
I come  to  no  sure  end. 

It  somehow  all  evades  me  still 
So  our  friendship  I’ll  defer 
And  hope  to  keep  one  jump  ahead 
As  I pick  up  after  her. 


The  Kiss 
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The  Dance 


by  Roberta  Stewart 


Desire  met  Freedom 
at  a dance: 
locking  eyes 
gaze  intent 

distant  across  the  room. 
Silently  slipping 
magnetically  drawn 
clasping  sweaty  hands 
they  danced, 
a waltz 
for  eternity 

Desire  held 

the  wispy  one: 

smoke  within  his  hands. 

Floating  easily 

first  pulled  close  then 

drew  apart  again. 

She  would  not  be  held 
too  close, 

he  would  not  let  go. 

So  they  danced 
and  swirled 
until  the  night 
surrendered  to  day’s  dawn. 
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Joy 


by  Jesus  Guzman 


It  is  so  easy  to  say,  so  hard  to  obtain,  to  gain,  to  taste. 

Although  it  comes  naturally  as  mist  in  the  fall. 

Our  challenge  is  to  spot  it,  and  consciously  perceive  it. 

Not  as  something  of  the  past  or  the  future. 

But  a living  thing  of  the  moment. 

Thus,  when  we  look  back,  it  becomes  double  joy. 

Pure,  real  joy  is  without  end. 

It  stays  with  us  in  our  gray  days. 

It  gives  light  to  our  blue  days. 

We  will  take  joy  to  heaven. 

Let  us  open  our  eyes;  it  is  in  our  face. 

It  comes  because  of  effort  and  suffering. 

It  goes  to  the  abyss  of  the  volcano  to  gain  speed  to  erupt. 

A tremendous  bang,  sound  of  joy,  explosion  of  liberty. 

Bursting  lava,  the  hottest  feelings  of  love. 

Covering  everything  in  its  pass. 

The  past  is  buried  beneath  forever. 

What  seems  destroyed  is  the  core  of  new  life. 

Nobody  can  ignore  it;  the  blind  can  see  it 
The  deaf  can  hear  it;  the  mute  can  talk  to  it. 

Joy  revolves  as  a twister  in  the  most  profound  places  of  our  soul. 


★ 
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Hand  Angel 


Ken  Nelson 


Copper  Etching 
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